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bloom, the old oak drop its leaves ; together say to their
guests : " Look ! There's the Grand Stand at Epsom—
see ? Just above those poplars ! "
And now she could not even walk beside him, who was
playing guide to that girl, his wife ! Beside her Aunt she
walked instead. Winifred was extremely intrigued. She
had never yet seen this house, which Soamcs had built
with the brains of young Bosinney; which Irene, with
1 that unfortunate little affair of hers ' had wrecked ; this
house where Old Uncle Jolyon and Cousin Jolyon had
died; and Irene, so ironically, had lived and had this boy
Jon—a nice boy, too; this house of Forsyte song and
story. It was very distinguished and belonged to a peer
now, which, since it had gone out of the family, seemed
suitable. In the walled fruit-garden, she said to Fleur :
" Your grandfather came down here once, to see how it
was getting on. I remember his saying: * It'll cost a
pretty penny to keep up.9 And I should think it does.
But it was a pity to sell it. Irene's doing, of course!
She never cared for the family.   Now, if only	"    But
she stopped short of the words : " you and Jon had made a
match of it."
" What on earth would Jon have done, Auntie, with a
great place like this so near London ? He's a poet."
" Yes," murmured Winifred—not very quick, because
in her youth quickness had not been fashionable : " There's
too much glass, perhaps." And they went down through
the meadow.
The coppice! Still there at the bottom of the field!
But Fleur lingered now, stood by the fallen log, waited till
she could say:
" Listen !   The cuckoo, Jon 1"
The cuckoo's song, and the sight of bluebells under the
larch trees! Beside her Jon stood still! Yes, and the

